The  Story  of  Mrs.  Murray 
and  ^’^Her’’’’  New  Elevator 


T 

R  hough  Mrs.  Mur¬ 
ray  reads  historical 
novels  by  the  dozen, 
she  is  glad  she  lives 
in  today's  modern 
world.  She  would 
never  exchange  her 
convertible,  televi¬ 
sion  set,  and  other  conveniences  for  all  the 
fancy  coaches  in  the  days  of  Louis  XIV. 

As  Mr.  Murray  would  say  to  his  wife,  "You 
and  your  modern  age!  I  suppose  you'll  soon 
want  me  to  trade  in  the  car  for  a  jet  plane." 

No  wonder,  then,  that  Mrs.  Murray  was  so 
pleased  when  her  apartment  house  installed 
a  beautiful  new  Otis  Elevator  with  com¬ 
pletely  automatic  control. 

Mrs.  Murray  wasn't  the  first  person  in  her 
building  to  use  the  new  elevator.  However, 
her  chance  to  try  it  out  came  after  it  had 
been  in  operation  only  a  few  hours. 

Closing  her  apartment  door  and  dropping 
the  keys  in  her  bag,  she  expectantly  crossed 
the  hall  to  the  elevator. 

On  a  small  panel  next  to  the  elevator  door 
she  saw  two  buttons,  one  above  the  other. 

"Ah,  this  is  easy,"  thought  Mrs.  Murray.  "I 
want  to  go  down,  so  I'll  push  the  bottom 
button."  And  she  did. 


Mrs.  Murray  was  right.  Always  push  the  hall 
button  that  has  the  arrow  pointing  in  the  di¬ 
rection  you  want  to  go. 


A  few  seconds  later,  Mrs.  Murray  was  stand¬ 
ing  inside  a  modern  elevator  car,  facing  a 
metal  panel  which  contained  two  rows  of 
buttons.  These  were  numbered  from  one 
to  six. 

''How  utterly  democratic!"  said  Mrs.  Murray. 
"There  are  six  floors  in  the  building  and  each 
one  has  its  own  button.  I  want  to  go  to  the 
first  floor,  so  I'll  press  the  button  with  the 
'V  on  it."  And  she  did. 

Mrs.  Murray  was  right  again.  When  inside  the 
car,  you  merely  press  the  button  having  the 
number  of  the  floor  to  which  you  wont  to  go. 

As  she  rode  quickly  and  smoothly  down  to 
the  lobby  of  the  building,  Mrs.  Murray  won¬ 
dered  if  she  could  learn  to  fly  a  jet  plane. 

•  •  • 

When  Mrs.  Murray  entered  the  lobby  an 
hour  later,  she  saw  her  friend,  Mrs.  Jennings, 
stepping  into  the  elevator.  "Hold  the  eleva¬ 
tor  for  me!"  called  Mrs.  Murray. 

Mrs.  Jennings,  who  was  just  crossing  the 
threshold  into  the  elevator,  swung  around 
sharply.  As  she  did  so,  her  handbag  fell  to 
the  floor.  She  bent  down  to  pick  it  up,  but 
just  then  she  saw  the  elevator  doors  begin 
to  close. 

"This  is  the  end!"  thought  Mrs.  Jennings. 

"Thank  heaven.  I'm  heavily  insured!" 

She  closed  her  eyes  and  waited  for  the  door 
to  strike  her.  Instead,  however,  she  felt  a 
nudge  and  the  door  once  again  slid  open. 

Mrs.  Jennings  needn't  have  been  alarmed,  be¬ 
cause  the  sliding  car  door  has  a  safety  shoe— 
a  flexible  rubber  cushion  along  its  edge.  The 
slightest  pressure  on  this  shoe  —  like  touching 
Mrs.  Jennings— reopens  both  the  car  door  and 
the  hall  door. 


A  moment  later,  Mrs.  Murray  entered  the 
elevator  and  thanked  Mrs.  Jennings  for  hold¬ 
ing  the  doors  open  for  her. 

"But  really,  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Murray,  "you 
simply  can't  drop  your  handbag  every  time 
you  want  to  hold  the  elevator  door  open. 
Why  don't  you  press  this  button  marked 
D.O.?  D.O.  means  'Door  Open.'" 

Mrs.  Murray's  advice  was  right  on  the  button. 
When  you're  inside  the  cor  and  wont  to  hold 
the  doors  open,  or  want  to  reopen  them  after 
they  have  started  to  close,  just  press  the 
D.  O.  button.  If  you're  standing  outside  the 
elevator,  you  can  keep  the  door  open  by 
pressing  the  hall  button,  or  by  holding  back 
the  safety  shoe. 

"I  guess  I  just  didn't  think,"  Mrs.  Jennings 
replied.  "Perhaps  I'm  a  bit  nervous  operat¬ 
ing  the  new  elevator." 

Mrs.  Murray  tried  to  give  her  neighbor  con¬ 
fidence.  "Why,  my  dear,"  she  said,  "riding 
in  this  elevator  is  as  safe  as  watching  your 
television  set." 

Mrs.  Murray  was  absolutely  right.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  Otis  Elevators  allow  for  all  possibilities. 
That's  why  the  panel  in  the  elevator  car  has 
an  alarm  button  and  an  emergency  switch. 

If  you  need  assistance,  you  can  press  the  alarm 
button  to  ring  a  loud  bell  that  can  be  heard 
outside  the  hoistway. 

The  emergency  switch  stops  the  car.  On  some 
elevators,  it  sounds  the  alarm  bell  at  the  same 
time.  Naturally,  you  would  only  use  this  switch 
in  an  amergency. 

You  con  have  complete  confidence  in  your 
Otis  Elevator  at  all  times.  It  is  equipped  with 
many  special  features  to  insure  your  safety. 

It  cannot  fall— and  means  have  been  provided 
so  the  building  superintendent  can  easily  get 
you  out  if  the  car  should  happen  to  stop  be¬ 
tween  floors. 


As  the  days  went  by,  and  Mrs.  Murray  en¬ 
joyed  the  wonderful  convenience  of  the  new 
elevator,  she  became  more  amazed  at  the 
progress  of  electrical  science.  For  one  thing, 
she  discovered  that  the  new  elevator  in  her 
building  had  a  brain  of  its  own. 

^'Ifs  remarkable,''  she  said  to  Mr.  Murray 
one  night.  "Why,  when  several  people  on 
different  floors  press  buttons  for  the  eleva¬ 
tor,  it  knows  enough  to  go  to  the  highest 
floor  at  which  someone  is  waiting.  On  its 
way  up,  it  stops  only  for  persons  who  have 
pressed  the  UP  button.  On  its  way  down,  it 
stops  for  those  who  have  pressed  the  DOWN 
button.  It's  simply  uncanny,  I  tell  you." 

If  Mrs.  Murray's  building  had  a  two-  or  fhree- 
car  Otis  Elevator  installation,  she'd  be  even 
more  amazed  at  the  "broinwork"  involved.  In 
those  systems  there's  only  one  set  of  UP  and 
DOWN  buttons  at  each  floor,  yet  each  call  is 
automatically  given  to  the  car  that  can  answer 
it  most  efficiently. 

"What  irritates  me,"  continued  Mrs.  Murray, 
"is  the  way  some  people  think  they  get  faster 
service  by  pressing  both  the  UP  and  DOWN 
buttons.  That  just  slows  up  the  service." 

Mrs.  Murray  was  absolutely  right  again.  If  you 
press  both  buttons  at  a  floor,  the  elevator  stops 
at  that  floor  on  both  its  up  and  down  trips. 
That  slows  up  the  service  for  everybody— in¬ 
cluding  you. 

"You  don't  press  both  buttons,  do  you?" 
Mrs.  Murray  asked  her  husband. 

"No,  dear,"  said  Mr.  Murray,  resolving 
never  to  press  both  buttons  again. 


Another  thing  Mrs.  Murray  noticed  was  that 
there  were  several  buttons  and  switches  on 
the  control  panel  of  her  elevator  which  she 
did  not  have  to  use.  She  reasoned  that  these 
buttons  and  switches  were  ''special/'  so  she 
never  gave  them  a  second  thought. 

Mrs.  Murray  guessed  correctly.  The  ''special'' 
buttons  on  the  control  panel  do  not  enter  into 
the  normal  operation  of  the  elevator.  They  are 
used  only  by  the  building  superintendent,  ele¬ 
vator  inspector  and  maintenance  men. 

So,  as  the  days,  weeks  and  months  went 
by,  Mrs.  Murray,  Mrs.  Jennings  and  all  the 
other  tenants  in  the  building  went  smoothly 
and  conveniently  up  and  down  In  their  new 
elevator. 

Whenever  she  used  the  elevator,  Mrs.  Mur¬ 
ray  considered  how  lucky  she  was  to  be 
living  in  this  modern  day  and  age.  As  she 
said  to  Mr.  Murray  one  night,  while  he  was 
trying  to  watch  a  give-away  show  on  the 
television  screen: 

"I'm  so  pleased  with  the  new  elevator, 
dear  .  .  . 

IT'S  SAFE, 

IT'S  CONVENIENT  and 
IT'S  SO  SIMPLE  TO  RUN. 

"In  fact,"  Mrs.  Murray  concluded,  half  under 
her  breath,  "it  sort  of  reminds  me  of  you." 

"Yes,  dear,"  said  Mr.  Murray. 


TO  ENJOY  THE 


ollective  Control  Elevator  here’s 


. AT  A  FLOOR 


Press  this  button  —  if  you  wont 
to  go  UP. 


Press  this  button  —  if  you  wont 
to  go  DOWN. 


(Don’t  press  both  buttons.  That 
makes  the  elevator  stop  on  both 
the  UP  trip  and  the  DOWN  trip 
and  delays  the  service  for  every¬ 
body,  including  YOU.) 


IN  THE  CAR 


Just  press  the  button  which  has 
the  number  of  the  floor  to 
which  you  want  to  go. 

To  hold  the  door  open,  or  to 
reopen  it  when  it  starts  to 
close,  press  this  D.  O.  butto 

Ignore  these  buttons.  They  are 
used  by  the  inspector,  and  do 
not  operate  when  the  elevator 
is  on  automatic  control. 


If  your  elevator  has  these  but 
tons,  switches,  etc.,  ignore  them 
too.  They  are  "special”  and  are 
used  by  the  superintendent. 


IN  AN  EMERGENCY- 


—  you  can  stop  the  car  by  throw¬ 
ing  this  switch  — 

and  call  the  superintendent  by 
pressing  this  alarm  bell. 


(This  page  is  perforated  for  your 
convenience.  Tear  it  off  and  keep 
it  handy  to  show  your  guests.) 
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